SCENE ii                                                      BELISARIUS

FLOWER GIRL.                                And can't you see

My basket's heavy ?   Every back, I say,
To its own burden.

BELISARIUS (rising).              Put your basket here.

You will not mind if I shall stand beside it
A little while.    How sweet your flowers smell!
Violets are they ?

FLOWER GIRL.                  There are violets there.

BELISARIUS. If I might touch some! We blind folk, you know,
Eke out our pleasures.

(She puts a bunch in his hand.)
They are very cool,

And fragrant of the earth.   Had I been Dives,
I would have begged our Father Abraham,
Not for a drop of water, but for these,
Which through the fevered and tormented brain
Do breathe refreshment

FLOWER GIRL.                            Pray, sit down again;

I'll move my basket.

BELISARIUS.                          Leave it where it is.

Why should you tire those young limbs of yours 1
If you would but direct me to a seat
I should be grateful.   All my steps are strange;
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